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SHE SMILES!

For miles an' miles the country smiles,
An’ all the skies are blue;

Both night an’ day it's jest that way—=
8o we'll be smilin', too!

When the bells are ringin’,

An' all the birds nre singin’,

It's joy the conntry's bringin'=
Bo we'll be Joylul, too!

fLear In an’ out, in hope an' doubt,
The country'nstandin’ true;

ft'a falth is strong—it rolls nlong;
Bo we'll keep rollin', too!

With all the sweet bells rlogin’,
An' birds by millions singin’,
It's joy the country's bringln'—
Bo we'll be joyful, too!
—[Atlanta Constitution.
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i GENTLE BOORIER.

BY GRACE MACUOWAN COOKE.

Bhe was the widow of Ansel Hub-
bard, an old, original Oklahoma
boomer. S8ho wns n sweet-spoken,
girlish looking little woman, with a
round, rosy chin, and big, soft eyes.
A type of the Southern woman whose
appealing dependent expression and

ntle accents concenled mueh in-

omitable rosolution and courage.

Hubbard halled, originally, from
Vermont, and marrled her four years
before, In Loulsinna. When he died,
leaving her very holpless with her
three yenr old  twins, named
Peach and Honey, n few hun
dred dollars, and a camping outfit,
:a had come to her sister’'s at Are

nsas City, and there, six months
@fter Its father's death, unother buby
®as born, which was now nearly a

posr old.

Ansel Hubbard had beon fifteen
gears tho senlorof his pretty young
wife. A keen teader but an Inveter-
ote boomer and prospector, he had
made & good living for her and the
childrem, but her four yeatn of more
ried life bad been passed ins
wagon. Bhe had learned to make
home of the spot where the wagon
stopped, to contrive u wonderfully
dainty and appetizing meal from the
moat unpromising materials and
amid the most unfavorable surround-
ings, and to bring to all the vicissi-
tudes of that nomadic life always the
same unquenchable joyousness, in-
domitable hope, nnd, buoyant trust.
And she had not llved this life and
made the best of it for four years
without belng somewhat infected by
the prospector’s spirit; without com-
ing to bellve, In n vague way, that all
thelr troubles would be over, the sun
would not smite thom by day, nor
the moon by night, when they weie
established on that hundred and sixty
acres in Oklnhoma.

But now Hubbard had been more
than a year in a land whore—though
it Is falrer than a prospector’s dream
of Oklahoma==there are mneither
booms, boomers, nor border rushes;
and his widow, searcely more than n
child herself, was left to grapple the
hard problem ol how the children
were to get that quarter section
which their father had plcked out
ten years before, and upon which he
had annually promised her, since
their marriage, she should eat that
homecoming fenst of the typical
Yankee—Thanksgiving dinner.

Now the hordes were gathering for

that historie rush when, on the
morning of the twenty-second of
April, 1880, ten thousand crossed the
line into the Turrltorf at the sound
of the bugle. The little town of
Arkansas Clty, lying on the southern
ed|{a of Kansas, nlmost due north of
Oklahomn, was full of prospectors,
boomers, gamblers, toughs, walting
the day and the word to overrun tho
new lands, The prairie for miles
around was dotted with white cov-
ered wagons, moving in or standing
eamped.
Myra watched them from her sis-
ter's doorwany, and her blood quick-
ened to the old ﬁyplylng tune at the
sight and sound of It all. Appar-
ently no emotion I8 so contaglous as
this senseless, frantlie enthusiasm of
e crowd for s new country—this
mad, unfounded bellef In a region
and its resources, simply because
they have not seen it. It carried
hundreds on that wild campaign,
from comfort, even luxury, through
Incredible hardship und privation, to
poverty, disaster und even death,

Myra felt that It had come at last
=tho great time Ansel had talked of,
when the government should tardily
yleld theie rights to the boomers and
open the land to settlement; and
was she to sit down and sve her chil-
dren's Inheritance—for so she re-
garded It—taken by others?

Pench and Honey were playing on
the floor, striking out claims and
pre-empting quarter sections—hurd-
ened prospectors that they were—
with & bit of red clay.

*8is’' 'Mandy,’’ thelr macher broke
out at the end of a long mental argu-
ment, **I got to go. Hyuh's me an’
the chil'en, Yo' man'sa good man,
an’ does fo' yo' an’ yo' chit'en ‘lua‘
splendid; but it aln’ fair to nsk him
to suppoht me an' mine. I ain got
much senue, Bls', an’ that what I got
I ain' got right good="x the sayin’ s
~but I sce I got to strak out,"’ show-
ing a flash of little teeth like rice-
grains In u sudden smile,

**He promus’ Peachan’ he promus’
Honey that we all goin' to eat ou’
Thanksgivin' dinneh on ou’ own
quarteh section in Oklahoma—didn’t
he, sweetness?—an’ I'm goin’ to ca'y
out his wishes, Bomethin’ In my
bones won't let mo stay bohind when
I seo 'em all goin'. ‘They're mos'y
gen'lemen, these prospectors (by gen-
tlemen Myra meant the male of the
human specles), an’ they'll certainly
be kind to s woman, all alone, tryin'
to do for her little chil'en.”

Upborne by the pathetic trust in
a mob of humanity from which no
strong man would dare expoct favor,
thelittle woman had her team and
wagon gotten ready, and leaving
Pench and Honey with her slster, set
forth with her baby In her arms for
the promised land,

On the first duy out the elghteen-
{:lr‘old boy she had brought along

drive deserted her—bound, prob-
ablz. on border-rushing enterprises
of his own—and Myra, the baby and
the big mules were left to make what
wa y could in the throng. Myra
_put Boy In & nest of quilts and
ul’tooklm' Place on the high
&l seomed

the whole world was driving In
wagons ncross the plain, As far as
she could see to the south, until It
diappeared in the dim, level line of
the horizon, stretched that broad,

As the silkon !uldni gay with the
red and white and blue—which, as
there combined and proportioned.
meant so much to that hot, dusty,
waiting erowd=fell over the little
straggling line  of white-topped | white dress and bare foet, with a
wagons, feinged with galloping, | corner covering the small head and
shouting horsomen; and when she | hobbing yellow curls, and its fringoes
looked back the picture was the same | baroly escaping a palr of astonished
—wagons, horsemen, stragglers. | black eyes. nnd nbit of mouth whose
They issucd from the northern horl- | corners didn’t know whether to turn
zon na though n mighty nation were | up and laugh, or down and cry, ablg
emptying itsell through the funnel ronr wont up: ‘*'Rah fer young
of the Ponen trail, upon the upper| Amerien! Send him up to the wine
border of Oklahoma. = {der, an' let him git his papers

And this vast concourse was but a gigned!”
portion of the expoctant throng, To “Put your papers in his hand,
the south, up to the Cimareon teail  ma’nm, quick, nn' let 'em pass him
toward the Conndian, boside the reg- up while they're in the notion,”
ular sgttlers, large bodies of armed thIs]wr.wlnnhmw'!-lmklng old fel-
cowboys were coming, crowds of town | Jow to Myra, The papers were held
boomers from Texas, and eompanie¥ in front of him, the wandering little
of war veterans, hands elutehed them, and amid

It to her that
.

. o a3 = -

All were bent townrd ono gaol,
swayed by one emotion. As they
neared the twenty-second, the day
of formal opening, when those on
the ground would be allowed to cross

the line into Oklahoma, anxiety rnn|

up to fever heat. Sometimes n shud-
dor and n hoarse swell of excitement
went down the line with the news
that they were letting them in by hun-
dreds on the southern bowder, and

[ thut all the best places were already

tnken. Scouts brought back word
that the soldiers nnder Colonel Miles
were turning everybody back; that
the Salt Fork wns unfordable; and

that the temporary bridge thrown |
| ncross it by the boomers nnd soldiers

was unsuafe; and Inter, that it had
gone down, earrying nobody knew
how many people to death with it;
that they woere golng in by teain-londs
on the Santa Fe, sworn In us deputy
United States marshals for the sake
of dodging the regulations, and were
pre-empting everything worth hav-
ing. The helpless fury ralsed by such
news—often unjrue=ndded ita stin
to the bitterneas of that frighfu
journey.

Poor Myra!

In the terribla press to hold the
teall every momeat was @ crisis, It
took the akill and nerve of an ocean
pilot %o the tall mules safoly;
the myrind hoofs and wheels elther
ralsed a red, stifling dust or churned
the hub-deep mud to the conslistency
of mortar. Where the roads were
roughest, Myra's ukillful, sun-burned
little hands were not strong enough
to hold and gulde her powerful team ;
and the little foot that ran so lightly
all day about her work, thut was so
untiring on the most wearlsome er-
rands, was but o feather upon the
brake, She had no time to stop and

comfort Boy, nor even foed him, and |

he eried continually, Myra was al=
most as helpless and bewlldered as
he, and the two pairs of big, soft,
black oyes, that seemed about alike
for age and knowludge . of the world,
overflowed together.

Just beyond the Arkansas River
the forlornly officered outfit enme to
griel. The wheels stuck immovably
in the mud, and all the plunging and
floundering of the mules falled to

budge them. After willing helpers

had pried them out and set them
falrly on the way again, there re-
mained upon the driver's sent n tall,
broad-shouldered, blonde young fel-
low, who, with his partner, had been
driving just behind Myra.

Ho had offered to help her over the
“bad plece.’”’ but It seemed to his

nerous, boyish heart cruel todesert
wor for his own weliare, even altor
thoy wero Iin what sevmed, by com-
parison, maderately good rond. His
partner could manage their outfit;
and, after all, I he lost anything by
lingering to Befriend ler—why, let it

{

go

8o the two wagons stayed togother,
Myra cooking for both outfits, pro-
viding such fure ns the boys had
never dreamod of on a camping-trall,
and breaking out into girlish goayoty
now that the straln wus removed,

and the responsibllity where every |

nulne Bouthern woman religiously
B:llo\ros responsibility belongs—on
masculine shoulders. And vo it came
about that Myra's wagon went over
the Oklahoma line, on th¢ moment-
ous twenty-second, well af. the front,
and with Dave Anderson on the driv-
er's scat,

Everybody, as Myra had expected,
waa kind to her and to her baby, but
theso two boys—Ilittle older than her-
solf=—seemeod, in n manney, to have
adopted them. It was found that
Hubbard's special quartep section,
which he had picked oul and nt-
tempted to tnke sesslon of, In de-
flance of the whole Unitrd States
government and all its mialons, In
the old booming days, had been en-
tered by some one else before Myra

¢ In. ‘“Never mind,” pgld the

ys: “what could you d¢ with a

uarter-section ranch, &nyhow?

uldn't live there all nlone with the
kid, We'll rustle you n town lotin
Guthrle, you can enter it, end get
{our wagon and a tent on it, and
eep boarders. There'll be nased for
lots of such places rlEht here, and It
you cook for them like you gooked
for us, you'll make your fortuye."

A suitable lot which had nog been
entered was found (she will gever
know just how) and Myra, her aaby
In her arms, stood wedged Iu the
erowd about the land office, watting
to rogister it. The dust, stirred by
weary, impatient feet, rose choking-
ly; the sun beat down, bright and
hot ns Julr. The press become
closer and closer as the throng in-
crensed In number; It was not so
much a jostling and elbowing, ns a
steady, irresistible push forward to-
wurd the window,

Down in Myra's arms, away from
any chance of air, Boy began 3o
breathe In little choking gasps. Ble
struggled to ralse him to her shou's
der, but that shoulder was such a
small elevation that it availed little.

“"Here,”’ called Dave's big voicu
behind her, and Dave's big paw
reached over and lifted the baby,
uwkwnrdl{ but securely, above the
hends of the ecrowd. But it was Into
the scorching eye of the sun, and
when Boy began to whimper Myra
searched valnly for something with
which to cover him.

*'Put something over him," she sald
in & volce fulnt from exhaustion.
The baby waa attracting plenty of
attentlon now, and more than one

ndana was offered; but suddenly

ave's partner, in & burst of Inspira-
tlon, drew out and pitched up over
the little figure the Aag that ho and
Dave had brought along to wave over
thelr lhl:ﬂﬂ soctlon when they
should have gotten it enterod. .

sl g -

| eheors and lnughter he teaveled from
hand to hand over the heads of men
who would have bours yet to walt,
Any objections were sllenced with
eries of '*“Rah fer young Amerien!
It's fer the widder and the orfin!"’
land like expressions,  What toll-
| hardencd or erime=soiled palms lifted
the bah;l( on his way, whether he went
'mm\lly hend or heels foremost, right
or wrong side up, whether he saluted
heaven with howls or smiled up to
its smile on that memorable journey,
nre things that eannot be found out,
| Nothing but a murmuring of lnugh-
[ter, good-will and cheering marked
his progress, and he came back to

| white legs from the gay folds of the
| fing, and erowing over the paper duly
slgned and sealed.
Myri's venluro was ngrent success,
1llor goenius for cnnkiﬂg and home-
making under unfavorable eonditions
was phenomenal, ond it could not
have been taken to a better market.
It was the luckiest of happenings
that took Hubbard's cherished qanr-
tor soction out of her reach and gave
her n town lot and a business at
which sho could excel Instend.

Many better equipped than she
falled at farming. Dave and his
partner had hard work to make a go
of It; but, whoever succeeded or
falled, Myra, through the darkest,
the gloomiest and bloodiest times in
Guthrle, prospered, and, ns the boys
put it, mude money hand over fist.

On the night of November 10th,
1889, the burrel-stove In Ferguson's
store had Its regular circle of loung-
ers around it. The approach of
Thanksgiving stirred old memorles
of home, and ralsed doubts as to
{ whether this game of hardship, diffi-
culty and danger were really worth
the candle of hope consumed in play-
Ing It.

“1 presume, gentlemen,’’ sald Fer-
guson, one of Myra's earliest bonrd-
ers, known to bo hopelessly smitten
by her charms—as, Indeed, were
most of the others=—and only re.
stralned by constitutional bashful-
neas from declaring himself, *‘that
all here are Invited to the little wid-
{der's Thanksgivin® dinner—and how
many of you know what the surprise
Is she promised us after 102"

A man from Connecticut looked
exceedingly knowing, but nobody
answered, so My, Ferguson was com-
pelled to explode his sensation with-
out delay.

“Well,"”” he said, “she’s a-goin’ to
lenve; that’s it, and it's our fault if
we let her.”’

“I don't see how you make it our
fault,” sald a fat man; *‘we've done
the best we knowed. 1 hate to lose
the widder'ns bad us any boarder
she's got. At lenst”—with a humor.
ous look at Ferguson's blusning, el-
derly face—"'I'd hate it ns much ns
most; but I think we've done our
best to content her. When she
‘lowed she could cook better In n
house than in a tent, the night after
the big blow, we all turned out and
{ put her up tho shack, by lantern-

ﬂght. botween two days. That fel-
ler, Dave Anderson, does fer her llke
t hired man. Bhucked out, when she
got Jonesome for the kids, and piled
over to Arkansas City and brought
back Peach and Honey, you know.”

“It ain't kids an’ shacks keeps n
womun like her contented,”” opined
Ferguson, scornfully. *‘It's snssiety
she pines fer, an' ndmiration, an'=—
an'—courtin’=n hushand ! "

I “Well," sald thed'onnecticut man,
| with n humorous twinkle in his eye,
| **'s fur ns I ¢’'n heur there's no need
| fer her to pine fer anything o that
| wort. If you think she's renlly lone-
some, say we goup an' eall=mebby
we'll find ont what her surprise ls,

lenves us.”

Ferguson was only too glad to have
n supporter for his blushes, and ac-
ceded readily. As they came in sight
of the little shack its gayly fire-and-
lamplit windows looked very Invit-
ing; but the Connecticut man know-
Ingly Insisted that It would be best
to reconnoitre before rapping. They
slipped quietly across the bare little
yard and looked through the window.
Inslde, glorified by firelight, lamp-
light, and that mnaglcal beautitier
and spring of perpetual youth, hap-
piness, they saw Myra—Myra, the
children tucked away In bed, sitting
by her own fireside—but not alone,

Dave Anderson's arm was around
her trim, slender waist, her curly
dark head rested, as though It were
used to and loved the resting place
on Dave's shoulder, and as they
paused they heard her sweet, solt
volee through the window,

*‘No, Dave, hmm{; I eain’ be good
ready befo’ Thanksgivin' anyhow,
an' I've promus' the bo'ders n good
Thanksgivin' dinneh—don't know
when else they'd get one if 1 left
befo' then. 1'm awful sawry yo' so
lonsome out on the ranch, but it ain’t
fo' long. I got ev'thing in awdeh
to leave Thankgivin’ evenin’, an'
we'll jus’ suhprise 'em then,"

Forguson flad from the sight—
though it was a very pretty one. As
the Connectleut man followed him to
the gate he chuckled, ‘‘Bay, Forgu-
son, J don’t think the widder's much
lonesome, ner pinin' no way. Bhe
seems right woll content to me.'"=
[Frank Lesllie's.

Improvement In Sugar Beets.

Improvement In the quality of
beets and in the process of manufac-
ture ls so great that in Germany the
root will produce ten per cent, of its
welght in suﬁar. This I8 epcouraging
to those who are upmunutln&lr
this line in this country,~[New

York Werld,

‘.

|)Irra’- arms laughing, kicking his |
1

an’ where she's a-goin’ to when sho | ¢

Piano

New England.;.

QUALITY THE HIGHEST,
TERMS THE EASIEST.
PRICE THE LOWEST.

b —

THE MOST POPULAR PIANO MADE—Dem-

annually than of any oth

onstrated by the fact that more of them are sold

er make. ‘ ; .

New England...

TO RENT
AND FOR SALE

ON EASY PAYMENTS,

Munufacturing the entire

Pianos

Piano enables us to make

terms and prices to meet the wants of all, and you

ONL

ONE PROFIT in dealin

direct with

y
[i'aHE LARGEST MANUFACTURERS IN THE

WORLD. It will pay you to call and investigate.

New E_n_g__land Piano Co.

FACTORIES:
BOSTON, MAES.

WAREROOMS : {

203-264 Wabash Ave. ICAQ0,
200 Tremont St [ A

o8 Filth Aventue, NEW K.,

2630 0'Farrell St., SAN FRANCISCO,

Why Don’t You
Get Spectacles
To Cure

Your Headache?

Our Spec

us. Our Spectac

tacles Cure Headache.
Sight. If your Srectacles do not give you satisfaction, call on
es fit where others fail.

Consult us about your Eye

Eves Testep FreEg.

CHICAGO OPTICAL AND ELECTRICAL CO.,

Scientiflio

H, W. DUNCANSON,
FPresident.

Opticians,

8, W, Cor, State and Madison Sts,

W. D. CURTIN & GO,

Undertakers and Embalmers

I 44 g‘;]l‘g’ St.

(76 " et

Mauln, 2604,

LIVERY,

148 and 150 Wells St..

OFFICES OFEN DAY AND NIGHT.

CHICAGO.

A QUEER PERSONAGE.

Givn, Yon Heselor, the Moltke of the Pres
ont, nnd Nis Ecrentricitieos,

One of the moat extraordinary and at
the sanie time important personages of
the German army I Gen. Count von
Heselor, who commands in chlef the
troops in Alsace-Lorraine, snd than
whom no one stands highor in the es-
tecm and regard of his Kmperor. Yet
there la noman whom one would im-
agine at first sight less llkely to exclte
such sentiments on the part of a mon-
arch like Kalser Wilhelm, The Gen.
oral has nothing of the trim, well-
groomed and natty appearance of the
German ofticor about him,  There Ia
no man that dresses worse: his uni-
forms, hanging about him like old
rags, are greasy and worn, and give
him an aspeet of an antiguated ume
brella. He disdains all the artifices of
the tollot, llves on the coarsest kind of
ood and seoms to grudge every mo-
ment that he wastes elther atthe
table or in bed,

He drinks nothing but water, has a
heart that Is utterly insensible to the

charms of the fairsox and is all twisted | 1,

and warped In figure. This is owing
to the fucc that he was dangerousl
wounded in the war of 1570 at the ba
tle of Saint Private, where he lost two
ribs, He has been obliged to wear
ever slnee a sort of silver brace, or
corset, He has no ear for musle, and
has been heard to make the remark
that it was only calculated to please
imbeciles—a romark which was natur-
ally at once convoyed to the i mperor,
who had just been expressing the ut-
most enthuslasm about Wagnor, But
the Emperor puts up with everything
from Heseler, whom he regards as the
only man eapable of succeeding Moltke
and who in his maneuvers & couple of
yoars ago, when hls majesty assumed
charge of one of the rival armles, had
the temerlty to surround and capture
his soverelgn,

At the same timo it s not agreeabls
to serve under the General as either
officer or soldier, It I8 & frequent
sight to see him stop & soldler In the
most crowded thoroughfare of Metz
and to make him remove his hoots and
stockings to see If his feet are as im-
maculate as demanded by military
regulations.

A WONDERFUL INVENTION

That Originated in the Fortlle Diraln of »
Kan Franclseo Man,

A San Franclseo man has Invonted a
muchine which will do away with
l{pewrlwru. both instruments and op-
erutors, if he succeeds In perfecting hls
inventlon.

The new machine combines the pho-
no h and the typewriter, and in
looks bears considerable resemblance
to & cush register. On the front of the
machine sre small elootrie buttons
which you presa lefore taiking into
the mouthplece projecting from the
upper part. This mouthpleoa is con-
nocted with a revolving cylinder which
recolves impressions in & way similar
to the Edison phonograph. travel-
ing needle regulates poaition of the

lmpressions on the oylinder according

to the slze of the paper they are to be
reproduced cn. The filled eylinder is
rlmd on rollers in the lower part of
he machine. Above the rolleis ix &
supnly of paper for recelving the
written characters.

There are several mysteries abut
tho working of the new invention. No
Ink I8 used, the written charictors be-
Ing produced in a bold, round hand by
chemical action, It spells entirely by
sound and is unable as yet to cope wit
the diphthong, the sllent letter, the
capital, the semicolon or figures, but
it will recelve tho sounl of the human
volee In any language excapt Chinese
and reproduce them In pialy English
onlrography.

Fate Hus Nurued This Family,

Fate has, Indeed, pursued the Bart-
lett family, of Mavshall county, Ala,
Within & week three of them were
murdered and one drowned. George
Hartlett, the father, was killed in a
quarrel with a nephew on Monday, A
week before, Bartlott's eldest son
John, while go!ng home, was shot a
killed from ambush and robbed of a
rge sum ¢f money by unknown men,
Two days later, another son, Alexan-
der, became Involved in a dirlloulls
with a negro farm laborer,who stabbe
him to death near the spot where the
father was murdered. 1.ast Saturday,
Bartlett's youngest son, Tom, d 1o,
was crossing the Tennesse River.
when his ¢kl was upset and he was
drowned,

_JIIC the Thing.
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Summer Train Bervion via Whoﬂ-uln Cen
tral.

Effective May 27. To Waukesha
and lake resorts 8:30 a m., 1:26 p
m., 3:46 p m,, 6 p. m. To St. Paul,
Mioneapolls, Ashland, and Pacific
Northwest 6:05 p. m,, 11:45 p. m.
To Duluth 6:05 . m.

A Dreadtul Slaughter of Cats.

A hundrod tons of cats Lails were o=
cently sold in one lot In London for the
purpose of ornamenting ludies' wearlng
appare’. Assuming that an average
eat's tail would welgh a couple of
ounces, this would mean that no fewer
than 1,702,000 pussios had be:xn killed
just to supply this one deal alone,

No Lawyers anid No Criminals!
Tho Island of Panaris in the Lipari
group, north of Sioily, is ble sed with
and happiness, 1t owns neither
awyers nor prison

o, and eriminals
and paupars are equally uoknown,
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Hereley Warehouse

«RECEIVERS AND SHIPPERS OF.....

and Grain

Hay

5,000 TONS

OF HAY,

FACILITIES
UNEQUALED IN THE
UNITED STATES.

v -

Hereley Brothers Commission Co.,

—=== PROPRIETORS =———

428 to 448 N. Halsted 8t,, - CHICAQGO.

NOtice « All our Oats are fanned and cleaned by the
« renowned Western Oat Separator, and are
thoroughly freed from all dust and dirt.

JOHN ADANK

Livery, Boarding =i Sale Stables
881 and 338 Webster Av., (Soitn eie;) Chicago. =l
F. E COYLE. A. SCHATZLEIN

COYLE, SCHATZLEIN & CO,
Undertakerss>Embalmers

Corner 26th and Wallace Streets,
(Telephone South 54) CHICAGO,

OFPHEN DAY AND NIGET

Undertakers and Embalmers.

FIRST-CLASS LIVERY.
Telephone Oakland 520. OPEN ALL NIGHT.

WM. EISFELDT, JR.,
Funeral Director and Embaimer.

Livery and Boarding.

86 and 88 Racine Avenue,
Telephone North 270. CHICACO,

Telephone 8074 Open All Night

P. J. GAVIN & SONS,

Undertakers and Embalmers

FINE FUNERAL COODS.
226 N, Clark Street, = = = 01!10460.
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